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and replied in soldierly monosyllables to any one who dared
address me.
Four days after my arrival at Bologna I received a long
letter from Teresa. She told me that the Duke of Castro-
pignano had offered her a thousand ounces a year, and all
her expenses paid, if she would sing at his theatre at San
Carlo. She had demanded a delay of eight days to consider,
and wrote to ask what I wished her to do.
For the first time in my life I had to ponder deeply be-
fore taking a resolution. Two powerful motives held the
scales equal, love and pride. How could I part from my
sweetheart? How could I return with her to Naples, where
I was so well known, in the character of a coward living
on his wife or his mistress? What would all my noble
friends think of me? If I were to feel myself despised,
even my love for Teresa would not have consoled me. I hit
on an expedient which would at least give me time. I told
her to accept the duke's offer, go to Naples, and wait for
me there 5 I would join her in the month of July on my
return from Constantinople. I advised her to hire a respec-
table waiting-maid, and to conduct herself so that on my
return I could marry her without having to blush for her.
I foresaw that her fortune would depend more on her
beauty than on her talent, and I was sufficiently well ac-
quainted with my own character to know that I was not
good at playing the easy-going lover or complaisant husband.
Three days later she wrote to me, saying she had signed the
agreement, and engaged a maid whom she could introduce
as her mother, and that she was prepared to wait for me
until I told her I no longer cared for her. Four days after
the receipt of this letter, which was the last but one I re-
ceived from her, I left for Venice.
I heard from the French officer at Pesaro that my pass-
port had arrived from Rome, and that he would send it me
with my baggage, if I would pay for the horse I.had taken,
or rather which had taken me; this point settled, I wai at
liberty to go where I would.

